SMALL sleepy head,
Downily soft,
Raised for a moment, thus at the earliest dawn, from

thy pillow,

To smile at thy Daddy,
Then dropped once more, with a drowsy sigh,
And asleep:

0 my son,

God bless thee and keep thee this day,

God fill thy life with His love,

God grant that thy soul may lie open to Him,

Thy will be moved by His will,

Thy heart filled full with His joy,

To-day and to-morrow

And all thy life long:

God keep thee, my son,
God make thee His own.

NOT a letter,
A score of badly-spelt words,
Stained and smeared,
A poor little fragment of wasted paper.

Yet to me more precious than rubies.
For the writer thereof is my six-year-old son,
he writes it because he loves me.